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Whistle (Group Poems) 


The wind is still roaring today. Beginning in 

This morning, it will unfold another morning 

I don’t know how many mornings it will blow away 
But | am truly lucid in every morning 
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The intermittent whistling will have a rest 

When it gets tired. Simultaneously, the god will take some spirits away 
Then he will still appoint the whistle to make the willow branch 

Into a simple notice of spring 
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Willow branch is not the only choice, for as long as 

We can impale the eardrum of spring, we can also use needle 
To prick, beak to peck and even turtle shell to crack 

Because the whistling never minds the form of the timbre 
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The wind roars again. Its unusual timbre 

Cannot conceal the nature of the whistle 

It sounds like crying or laughter, because it is worrying that the spring 
Just blown into green will soon enter into a cold spell again 
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It is destined to be a historic moment 

I have just finished my conversation with Shklovsky 

On the pros and cons of the formalism, however, the different 
Whistles have mutinied into a dark night 
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Clouds of Wushan Mountain and Grass 


Before going to bed I'd like to write a poem for you—the clouds of Wushan 
Mountain 

I try to create the images of life, the soul 

Oi my poetry and the grass. Where there is soil, where there is water 

There are floating clouds and growing green grass 


Water and soil are the elements of Wushan Mountain, the place about love 
And the life of China. Mountains bred by the water and soil 

And the clouds, make Mencius completely enchanted 

“Few people who have seen the sea are charmed by common rivers,” he said 


Though these words moving Yuan Zhen to tears do not necessarily 
(ross the large ocean a thousand years later to touch Whiteman 

I find a sign of your empathy. The grass and clouds 

Are born in the water and soil, but of huge difference 


Thus I’m the grass, and you're the clouds of Wushan Mountain 

I look into the distance and sway alone in the water and soil 

Year after year, living for you who're floating in the sky 

No matter how many circles of life I’m given to, I always hanker for life 
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Intention and Greediness 


Don’t snap the box tight 

Please leave there a crack 

For me to climb inside 

To snoop about your intention and greediness 


I may come back without finding anything 
As there is no intention and greediness inside 
Only a carousel which is taking a nap, 
Waiting for someone to wind it up 


There is nobody on the wooden horse 
Which is waiting for someone to wind it up 
It is your trick 

To expel the greediness with intention 


You don’t close the box tight intentionally 
Then | wind it up greedily 

Sitting on the wooden horse, finally 

I hear the graceful sound again 


But [ am still alone 

Greedily riding the wooden horse 
Helplessly waiting for your appearance 
All is not intention 
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I am waiting for you to climb inside the box 
Coming again and again in a destroying way 
To make up our unrealized dream 

And end the intentional greediness forever 
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Like the Bottle of Water in Front of Me 


Like the bottle of water in front of me 
The bottle is transparent 

And so is the water inside 

So the bottle of water is transparent 


Which we can tell without thinking 

From the place unblocked by brands 

Yet for the blocked parts 

The bottle is not transparent any more 

While the water still is 

But the bottle of water can no longer be completely transparent 
Just like the nature of a feeling 

A transparent heart no longer beats 

Owing to some block 
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Extract 


I lie on my side reading the stories of Hubei 
Tears flowing from the upper eye 
Sting the other below 
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Awakening of Insects 


Silence did not reign long after the death of the dragon 

Insects have declared an uprising today 

The wind from the south boosted the green pushed back by the cold spell in late 
spring 

Except for dusting off the gray dust after the drizzle 

It also pours the soil with its distinct vagueness 

Proclaiming that the god of spring has not been imprisoned by winter 


So the birds sing and the insects chirp, blowing horns with help of the wind 
Strumming the withered sound to the mad silence 

Making the slumbering vitality again noisy, and also making 

Me correct the understanding of despair in the silent period 

Spring is not dead, nor is the dragon 

Now thousands of dragons are transmigrating in the east wind 
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Door 


I bring you home, the door being unlocked 
Is it your shyness or doubt that makes you stay away from 
The hali-concealed spring? 


Inside the door, green thrives, which has nothing to do 
With the spring. What’s needed in the hot and humid area 
Is only an open eye looking for red 


Or even a half-open eye. You have the potential 
Of setting a prairie fire, with disciplined eyelids never been closed 
And certainly won't cut the fuse igniting lives 


Bringing you indoor is simply an excuse 
When I say I don’t need the spring to flow 


I’m more eager to self-ignite than it is 
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Write a Poem with the Light off 


I am writing a poem for you with the light off 
Since [ am afraid that, the light is too noisy 

To startle away the feather of the poem 

That is the nimble feather 

Of an agile bird 

And you are the agile bird 

Thus [ want to write down your agility 

Though you may not define yourself in that way 


Though you may not define yourself in that way 

You are still an agile bird 

Flapping your wings in the eyes of the night 

Your lovely wings inspire me 

To write down this poem 

When the night closes its eyes, there will not be any light 
To disturb my feather of poem and the agile you 


Then alter nattering for a while, I get down to 

Business, | want to write the platitude I-love -you 

But the night opens its eyes suddenly, staring at me 

Its sight, as sharp as the flare-back cold wind in later spring, 
Splits my implicity. Then I begin to write that 

—the night is like silk while my love is like snow 

Now you are smoothly covering over my heart 


This is the agility you offered to me 
And without you, no other birds can offer 


2020.02.22 


20 = 


@ RET, THER 





RRS, FYE, SRAM 

ROH MBAS ARE, FeEXSF 
MAKA, MAAR, MAKES 
VMETKAVAR, (Ad BRAD EE IAS 

MINKAHEAR, S MIVA 
a, S MUSKARES Sik 
m=), MISOMR 
A, SMIRK, S Mra 
+, SMrABM, S MAW 
(OQ WONWE, S MRE 

HY SRI Ziaayros 













































































ook 








= 
= 





ane 


= 
Beh 


a 














SH 


spe eae 





J\ 





= 3 li Z ES ia ei 
uA 














e 


\ 




















J 

















aK 


JOS 

















ae 
a 


j 








pea) 
ra] 





IHEDRIR ERR, — PME 
LIAB TER, ARB AE 
AS RILIXAR, ARM, /\ERARAL 
HERR RISE, LIAB ES HRS 
S— SAG, FVRES, ke 
JASE, AAGRIN, AAR 
BSG, ASRS SXSW, AA 
TeMBWZEM, LEWRORE 
LIAL, — TRE IEA PS (FE 
FDS, FS, FOKES 
FRB-t— SithS SIX HAE SE 


































































































a 




































































221 


Late in the Night, I Start to Write Poems 


Late in the night, | start to write poems, writing down I love you 

Then I start to describe the depth of my love, and write down 

Your long hair, your slender waist and light eyebrows 

Your long legs, your fair skin and beautiful eyes 

And your long hair hanging around your slender waist, your light eyebrows 
Lying drunk facing your beautiful eyes, write down your long legs and fair skin 
Write down your purity and elegance, write down your beauty and intelligence 
Write down your sorrow, your happiness and mischief 

Write down your caprice, your going to the mall and climbing the hill 

Write down your reading And the Mountains Echoed under light at night, and 
Your measuring the distance between us in the bright spring sunshine 


These memories are in disorder, imagination one by one showing up 

Imagine that there is another me, that I’m tall and strong 

Imagine that I’m not so dark-skinned, that I’m handsome, eight ab muscles 
Imagine that | have dark hair and white teeth, that I’m dancing alone 

With a sword in hand at midnight making a bold and free painting on the six- 
foot rice paper 

Imagine that I’m serious. Imagine that I’m insincere. Imagine that I 

Brazenly seek fame and wealth. Imagine that I write this poem. Imagine that I 
Succeed in getting a degree and meet an old friend in a foreign 

land, and drink dew in the desert 

Imagine that such an | meet you in the right place, right time 

Fall in love with you at first sight, and we get married and together grow old 
Rather than leave this happy but tragic world one after the other 
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Yet this is only imagination, except for the fact that 

There is a beautiful you or many like you in this world 

But the imagination as well as I, after all, is not real 

Since there is none that [ can make come true, and I’ve already forgotten 
My silly past, forgotten all my sentiments and crushes 


I'm not who I am. I'ma hero I imagine 
Living and dying for this poem, being abandoned by it 
Apart from those, all the rest is living truth. Even with 


A screen between us, I can still hear the current, and your breathing 
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One 0’clock in the Morning 


At one o'clock in the morning, | am writing a poem 
While you are reading and the dark night is listening 
The whole beautiful scene is like a poem 

Melting into the dark night 

Thus you are also reading the night at the same time 
The dark night is quietly reading you, too 

However, it can’t understand you 

Just like I can’t write a 

Poem as beautiful as the night 

I wrote the poem to amuse myself 

As you read it by yourself 

Until the dark night whitens his hair 
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Lower Lip 


My lower lip still hurts 
Feeling the power of emotional shock 


Whenever I look back at the past 
| grit my teeth, making the lower lip suffer 


So that I can go over and savor the past. Maybe 
There is still a tongue-tipful of life for me 


The button of memories is good at inputting 
And always ready to delete, including love and hate 


I still remember the burning sensation in my lower lip 
But the white teeth can’t feel anything 


Seems like they never know 
Softness represents the affections of hardness 


Since the upper teeth always 
Press down, the lower lip falls in love with the pain 
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Anyhow 


Anyhow, the sky would transform to snow 

And icicles would freeze to knives plunging into the human heart 

Long-time bitter wind would blow the cocoons on the ground to green 

And floating white clouds would scatter the padded coats packed into winter 


Anyhow, rice and millet would knock the starving door open 
And glaring white willow catkins would be separated into the coarse salt 
My happiness placed beside you is always going to cry 


And the world made up of people and objects would, as usual, rise and fall 


Anyhow, I would moan out the force running in my lungs 
And seriously carve on the sides of the bloodstone with several lines 


Anyhow I would try to cough, coughing up in my hands 
Hot blood, with which I print red plum blossoms on the twisted branch 
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Lying 


You just lie there. I’m on my way 

Who would leave first and who would shed the last tears 
We have been discussing on it for ages 

One lies down and the other comes 


You just lie there. I’m on my way 

Be well posed and protect the fragrance with your soft blanket 
From spreading into the whole room 

All I want is to smell the transience crazily in the dark 


Go and lie down. I’m coming 

Romantic words are equivalent to electric tools 
As for your imagination and mine 

One is hard and the other soft 


Go and lie back, and I will follow you 

I’m on your left, looking at you to the right 

Then follow your gaze looking up to the sky 

Two white clouds are drifting along, while you and I are hand in hand 


Have you lied down? You might have fallen asleep 

How much time do we have for 

Lying side by side, innocently, together, spending 

Our final hours? If we were in our last days, I 

Would write down the four stanzas above 

And then fall into an eternal sleep, lying down by your side 
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Philosophy 


Philosophy hides in the corner of every second of life 

You can see it now, but suddenly, it will 

Slide into the next second. Every day 

There are eighty six thousand and four hundred corners for it to hide in 
Which is waiting for your swiftest catch 

How much philosophy you catch, how many lines of poem you will compose 
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Explanation 


Night doesn’t have to explain fishing lights 
Neither does pink explain ladies 

As winter doesn’t have to explain the hail 
Neither does Mount Wushan explain clouds 


Hence why fishing lights never explain melancholy 
Neither do ladies explain rouge 
As snowflakes never explain beers 


Neither do clouds explain dreams 


Contingency is always wishful thinking 
Without unnecessary explanation 


2020.02.05 


36 =z 


@ zur 


ARs SO pAMee AN OA 
BERMCATOAIINR 
MERA, Fic MRE 
JEMANRRE AMES EK 
BR S BRGS AIBA, IMRABEK 
SOS ARAEVL 











oO 






























































FARIMEY 5 ARRBNS 
IP ERMA SS VERS Mal 4S AB ALR RR 
eS VU S 
RCSB S LLIBAD 
MINERS OOS A 
IZA mR OS 























aw 
= 
S 




















IE 














00 HS 




















BAUS, SEMANA 
(RENE MA AB SAVER Katt 
FAB FAS OIE 


























MATE, RBVARABA 
FICS ROAR ERS 
SSF RAVER SLasL — 224% 





























2020. 02. 04 


237 


The Lucky Tree 


Your being extreme annoys me 

I bought you from a flower market last year 

Putting you in front of my desk and remembering your birthday 

Yet you don’t love me the way I love you 

Except the gloomy and old color, you didn’t bring me any vibrant fresh green 


In May, you hold out your apologetic hands 

Polishing my gloomy eyes with lush green 

Yet when heat hits 

You are again tired of the Buddha light in the foothills 
Now you treat me like a stranger 

Not your sweetheart any more 


Tomorrow is your birthday and also the start of spring 
Shouldn’t you celebrate it with more fresh leaves 

And arouse your one-year-lasting passion 

You're still silent, for which I no longer have temper 

I stay up late in night with the darkest night put into my eyes 


Waiting for a trace of green to emerge in my pupils 
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Identity 


As there are so many identities, choose one to read with you 
Or write, while I hold your hand behind you 
Reading spring line by line, or writing romance down 


As there are so many identities, choose one to care about your daily life 
Monitor you to go to bed and get up early to form good habits in the future 
The one who loves you most needs not to still be me, but yourself 


As there are so many identities, choose one for you to imitate or copy 
Make your life full of expectations and within reach 
Also make you have a perfect reason to stay away from me 


As there are so many identities, choose one to go to bar with you 
Get drunk and fall asleep in a wonderful dream 
Wake up, life as usual, except the clothes drunken all over the floor 


As there are so many identities, I only want to choose one to be 
The life I take so long to find out, is that when the clouds are bare 


In the smoothness of dark night Pll struggle to hold on to the light of the moon 


And then climb up the cassia branches to the moon in the cold, and wave 
The atonement axe, cutting the bitter cinnamon bark on and on 
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Wall 


You stand at a distance looking at me 

I’m away from you but aware you're watching me 

I see a wall in the distance only two meters high 

Enough for me to get it past by free-running, and show you 
How smart I am and maybe you would fall in love with me 


You look at me at a distance. I start to run 
Towards that two-meter-high wall then smartly 
Jump on it. Then I realize it isn’t a wall 
Because I don’t fall. My feet land on an 
Unknown road level with the high wall 


I temporarily forget you're still here, because 

I see thick trees. I don’t know 

If there is a forest but I can only see before my eyes the branches though dense 
Yet leaking the light at night. It’s night over there 

So there is light. I hear a sound 

Looping — “No visiting”“Wash your hands” ... 


I jump out of the wall, gallop back and hold you in my arms 
There’s a lockdown outside the wall, which makes you and me become 


disciplined 
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And the Mountains Echoed 


The mountains are echoing in the bright sunshine 

Without war but peace, this is where the sun rises 

The mountains you opened are burning in Afghanistan, and echoing in your 
mind 

Even kinship cannot bear the burning, or the lingering wars 

The mountains you opened hanker for where the sun rises 


Here’s the old East. Here’s the graceful North 

A place where ghosts can make underground fire 

The mountains you opened are echoing, echoing 

Above the fire in Chifeng, where there’s neither suffering, nor the hideousness 
or terror the bright times aren’t supposed to have, but the brightness of your 
blooming 


I can imagine your being bright— 

You open And the Mountains Echoed, your bright fingers 

Fair and gentle in pages, your bright eyes 

Shining, raining, frosting and snowing during the sixty years in the mountains 
Your face is echoing in the mountains 
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The Everlasting 


The everlasting of my idea is truly eternal 
It has nothing to do with the endlessness of time 
Or without reference to life and death tempestuous as a flood 


The everlasting of my idea is the deep love in my thought 
And the oath spouting out of that love 


The everlasting of my idea truly lasts forever 

It has nothing to do with life span 

Nor with your memory, living or dead 

I would take every breath to show that I miss you 
No matter whether you remember or care 


How far the everlasting is 
Is of less importance 
So long as the breath proves what you mean to me 


Even a moment is a lifetime 
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Capriccio on the High-Speed Train 


Running into green fields, they find 
That Holderlin comes back to life, poetically living in the green fields away from 
the secular world 


I start to run, into this green fields 

Into the winter of Beijing. Taking poetry as my legs and eyes 
I chase after the sun dissolving into the darkness 

Poetry walks in this vast land, with no fear of night 

Just like me, Holderlin is still alive 


And would run on the green fields as if on wings 


2020.01.10 


48 2 


@ wAywss0 





AoE, RARE 
»RAE—IEROZS, rarrimcenes 
MAS OAS, DEW 
iE, RABGARAR 


















































vee: 




















KRDA, RIGA, RBIS 
ZIM SET AGE RINA DAB 
RRGIR-MRE, ERS —MROF 
CN GRMSREN SON MANASS 




























































































AEN BRRE BE aE BER 
KOS CRRA BEI), tei BETA) 
AD, KBNDARS RSL, FRRLEIRI 
BAAR, KAS 

































































ARCO BES, SAKE 
ARGON IBV AAE, SSIS SKIES 
TASH, RRA SIE Aa 
NRT, RARA OMNES 



















































































Y 


2020. 01. 08 


2 49 


The Two Exits 


There are two exits but | can only choose one 

I bet on my luck and so-called fate 

Although I’ve known it would be a life-and-death struggle 
And would scar me all over anyway 


I shift my steps and stance, quietly 

And handsomely waiting for you in case of being easily recognized by you 
| want to give you a surprise, or maybe a shock 

And also be prepared for the best excuse and inevitable disappointment 


Passengers are pouring out of the high-speed train 

It’s the time I have been expecting and you have missed out 

The crowds are so huge that my steps are in disorder and can’t catch up with 
my eyes 

I have to let you go when another flood of people arrives 


I give up my desperate nails sinking into the rocks and bid farewell to my 
struggling for survival 

Lying in the tide of time, I regret choosing the wrong way of coming 

As for the two exits, I have no definite choice 

But at the one I picked, you never show up 
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Blade Runner 


I have seen meteors streak past without leaving a trace of light 

| have seen the rain pouring down and the tears streaming up to the sky 

I have used the soil to copy the deep love to this land 

The fallen mud puppets return to the ocean's embrace 

Everything I have dreamed of is endless from the beginning to the end 

Or maybe it's just a fragment of my own memory 

I'm just a clone of myself, in existence or not 

I can no longer tell the true from the false, only knowing the good and the evil 


The eyes see the earth and the sky, and the sky sees me 

It's just a one-way glass in a lab, and Lam 

Only a life of single - dimension kneeling at the door 

I copy my body, with my spirit free of rib 

Outside the door I hustle and bustle, hankering after a distant star 
I don't know which one is my favorite me, the real me 

Nor do I know how I should talk to myself inside the heart 

To negotiate an effective and optimal plan for divination 


When the consciousness of my replication awakens, the so-called true or false 
will no longer matter 


| and [ will endeavor together as one, to build the Tower of Babel of Bliss 
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The Ending 


It is snowing in her eyes and heart, in a city without me 

This is an unusually usual western festival 

Perfect time and space, without me 

I have long planted in the heat of July the seeds that are doomed not to sprout 
From the prickly Chinese rose to the enchanting Red Spider Lily 

Death is the inevitable destiny, declaring all the possible withering 


As the blue coat of dusk, the snow falls with a slight shake 

Covered with my melancholy...Mist is more suitable for my healing 

Instead of the haze which makes people furrow their brows beneath the 
breathing mask 

Just one word laid down the malfeasance of oil tankers in the clear lake of heart 
Now the night is raising its sleepy eyes, waking in the westernized east 

She is sipping the most deserving pleasure given by winter 


At the same moment, I am not in a narrow position but immerse in thinking 
How can one walk into the broad light and embrace the clear outline 

But the night will eventually pull a black curtain in the sky 

Covering up eyes and swaying white lust in the blue tide of my heart 
Preventing the heinous crimes that libido might have committed in excitement 
All this is bound to happen, the end of Philosophy of Life Intervention 
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Christmas Eve 


Christmas Eve, there is no blessing for you 

I only wish you rise from the east 

And be a crescent moon or a red sun 

Shining into all the gloomy windows and hearts 


You can unfold your time and take efforts for it 

Using your sincere kindness and beauty 

To kneed in every lock and thread of it 

And to spread out, to bake, and to wait for the aroma’s coming out 
Your time is the Chinese scallion pancake 

Tacky as it is, it is the harmonious Orient 


Those things that time has not given to you 

(an be given to time with your generousness 

And let consciousness remind it to regret and reflect 

With no need of any national boundaries and religious opportunities 
Be it in peace or in chaos 

It's all a life you can manipulate 


Christmas Eve, there is no blessing for you 
I just wish you were a bright moon 
A sun which generates warmth and brightness 


They are ever-lasting symbols of peace 
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Myth 


Another affection, about water 

Ever since you told me the myth about it 

I began to build bookshelves in the attic of consciousness 

An old, worn and yellowish book appeared on it 

It slowly unfolded beneath the hidden fingers of air 

The shadow of a quill pen began to dance across the page 

Writing down water, water bottles, aquariums, and everything related to water 
Words, and love after the transliteration into Chinese 

The magic water began to flow in the ancient book 

The vast expanse of desert was infiltrated 

And green appeared, floating in the soft bosom of transparent water 
The yellowing pages were revived and rejuvenated 

It was a myth in my mind, the storyteller was you 

My affection hung high and water began to fall on everything 

First dotting on the front of the dress 

Then washing away all my reverie about the way of life 


2019.12.22 


58 z 


@ an 


























RIGWRHARR 

NORA IEMER Ee BIIBAL 
READ REEARUUMAIOR 
OMBA SRE, WA 
NANA Swe DSls 


















































2019. 12. 21 


259 


What I Fear Most 


What I fear most and expect most is the coming into the night 

Because | fear that the darkness of the night can’t hide my wrinkle of missing 
And I want to find out your brilliancy in the night of the darkness 

However, you have melted into the darkness, like water 

And my missing has been piled up, like mountains 
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The Little Dark Room and Glass House 


1 am locked in the little dark room 

Without light or sound 

I can hear neither my limbs nor my face 

I can see neither my breath nor my indulged love for you 


The room has devoured all my consciousness 
With only a shred of hope buried underground 
Each little stone dug out with my sharp nails 
Is embedded in my fantasies soaked in blood 


What would this little dark room be like 
I must exhume the key deep down in the ground 


To open the dingy windows and door 


But finally, on my fingertips, my blood dries up 
And the skin of the room is brightened up 


I realize that what keeps me locked 
Is still your glass house that keeps being close 
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Lunch 


I’m having broccoli and fish for lunch 

The broccoli is in bud, the fish just lying there 
Staring, and sneering at my expectation 

Seems like it knows my special complex about broccoli 
Can’t be cured no matter what cooker is used 

And can’t be presented to you 

Nourishing you with my love for the world 


I pick chopsticks 

Poking out the white fish eye 

Putting it in my mouth and grinding 

Its ridicule still persists and never fades 

Your favorite dish abandons its freshness 

Mocking my taste buds and showing its scorn for my cooking 
Just then, a warm current mixed with 


Salt, floods away all the promises I made to you 
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Fragment 


I come alive, and pass away in thinking of you 
My fantasies buried in the endless darkness 
While being irrigated by the moonlight 
Germinate and burgeon again 


2 


I miss you so much. As fast as possible 

I get my brain stuffed 

Kant, Freud, Foucault... 

Yet they are so angular 

That too much space is still left 

But you, with your watery softness, again, permeate into my heart 
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Fragment 


I, alone, wander in the moonlight late at night 

You're walking in my lonely mind 

And in this beautiful but melancholy night 

The splendor under the sun is never the dream of mine 
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Missing 
In the library, I miss you 


My sentiments of missing are like the orderly laid books 


Some are new 
With yesterday’s smile of yours shining in my heart 


Some are old 
Mingled with the memory of the past 


Some are gathering dust 

Under which is the love 

Of the same color and would fade after being touched 
Carefully, I take it out 

Blowing off the dust 

Suddenly, my eyes blur with the cloudy shadows 
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Translating 


I translate you to the passion of my life 
Passion to the long-wait 

Wait to the ash 

And ash to the dirt 

With which my feet of life get wrapped 
There grow two strong legs 

A thick back, and you 

Who care to stay and wait, embracing hope 


Then you and I can tie the knot 
Making beautiful flowers bloom 
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Talk to Myself 


I have got used to talking to myself 
In the wind or in the rain 


The wind will raise the dust of language 
After it falls down, someone would dust it up again 


Or the rain would wash away the heavy make-up of language 
Revealing its sincere countenance 


In the wind and rain, I have got used to talking to myself 
The words that | am too cowardly to tell you 


Would be spoken out by the wind and the rain 
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Warm Heart 


The northern wind is howling 

A hali-withered heart holds tight the last ray of sunlight 

The heavy breathing turns into curtain-like grey clouds 

And the rain in this season is looking into the distance on the horizon with 
smoke curling up from the kitchen chimneys 


Leaves hurry along the road of anxiety 

Without even a slight sense of attachment or sorrow 

Once finding where they can settle down, they rush towards the worldly winter 
Nothing can change that 


Unexpectedly, a blast of southern wind blows from the long-lost time 
Patting on the shoulders of the overlapped foot prints on the ground 
Gleams of sunshine come through the breaks of the clouds 


Warmly coloring warm colors on the warm heart 
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Cruel Moon 


The scream of the cruel moon can be heard everyday 

Silver light pours in when you open the window close to the water 

Comb your black, thick and long hair as well as your melancholy 

Exhaust it into the aroma of Kustie in your gentleness 

The moon becomes tamable, falling in love with the love net you weaved 
The pinkish purple love coming out from the tung tree flowers is 

So lasting that it ignores which parterre the blooming apricot flowers will fall 
in 

Life is also dancing on the top of the tung trees with slight sweetness 
Forgetting the spring rain’s turning into soil and the threat from the burning 
sun over head 


The spring in Jinan is too shallow, what will come is sure to come one day 
Before my passing through the high crown of the tree for several times 

The hot air comes suddenly from the sky, adding some anxiety to your 
hesitating heart 

Open the air condition of morality, shut the window of floating cloud, pull up 
The pure curtain painted with nothing 

Cut off all nostalgia and extravagant hopes towards the moon 

Then you'll find only the reflecting light remains in the mirror 

No clear water washing the fair skin and delicate hands anymore 

Then the moon becomes cruel and screams again just as it did before 
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Defection 


We should not exploit the residual value 
Neither should we overdraw our ideal devotion 
No one is a born communist 

Everyone has faith to feed 


Don't impose your own standards on others 
Don't let the enthusiasm fade away 

Look at the monument of the immortal soul 
Are the glaring eyes still there 


A man has only one knife to cut through the thorns 

But it is definitely not enough to go beyond the power 
Feelings are not the bank credit of megabytes 

It also needs the influence of rain, dew and spring breeze 
It's all the work he's been up to all night 


He used to shout against the ferocious wind 
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Chapter Broken 


A red, a pink, many a blooming youth 
Taking the delicacy in the gloom and the brightness in the clearness 
Drill through the exuberant pupil in and out 


It is a window of only two square meters that has been enlarged with limits 
And the scenery outside the window has no boundary, so I'm annoyed 

It can't hold the colorful glass 

The signal of optic nerve makes the late autumn throb again and again 
Vitality in spring and gluttonous food in summer 


All this, is the most familiar to the body 


I hate this broad daylight the most 
The shameless desire has no place to escape 
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Disappearing Love 


On the last day of June, taking 

My thoughts, I go into a theater that should belong to just you and me 

The film features youth, in which 

The hero and heroine fall in love but always miss each other 

Just like the love happening in youth and disappearing into the reality between 
you and me 


I put my right hand on the empty seat next to me 

And don’t let anyone sit in it, which is the only thing I can control 
I keep imagining you're here with me to witness 

The affections that ever developed between you and me 

Until my hand turns into a silhouette as time goes on 


The film ends. I stand up and chase after you out of the Theater No.3 
Yet there is no sign of you in the scattered crowd 

I go out of the theater and get on my bike 

Feeling lost and nostalgic, I stare at the lonely figure of mine 

Then disappear into the long dark road of night 
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The Moon and Paintbrushes 


On your wedding day, I quietly picked down the moon 
And carefully put it into the bottom of my case 

From then on, my eyes have been full of darkness 
Only twinkling stars flicker with your breath 

Surging with my dead love on the lonely sea 


On your wedding day, I slowly picked up my paintbrushes up 

And washed away the dried pigment on the paintbrushes one by one 
I hung them up and let them dry in front of me 

Finally with my hands which used to be passionate | put them 

Into the paint drawer used to lock boring times 


From then on, | dare not bring out that moon any more 

For fear that it would awake the noisy stars 

Neither dare I open the dusty paint drawer 

Or even give a glance at those paintbrushes which have been used to paint your 
figure 

I dare not, let the moon catch a sight of those paintbrushes 

Because she would inevitably rush to them and ask for the light and souls they 
have painted 
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My Great-aunt 


There is nothing left but a pair of warm hands 
Hanging in the air 
Glowing in golden light 


There is nothing left but the dialect of the Yellow River 
Reverberating in my bosom 
Tearing up the curtain of growing up 


There is nothing left but my bones 

In my soft memory 

Growing like crazy fast 

They become bone spurs 

Gnawing all the time 

The silly veins of mine 

Moving straight toward my retarded heart 


That golden light, through the curtain 
Shines on my mind 


Those bone spurs penetrate 
The thirty-year protection of my lung 
Ironically facing to the light 


My seahorse, carrying 

The Yellow River, flees back to 

The place that has warmed me for twenty years— 
My homeland 
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Monday 


The Earth also knows about English, she knows all the languages around the 
clobe 

But she never speaks to me, at least not in Chinese 

She knows I am mad, I use my eyes as sharp as a Chinese spear 

Mostly spoken second language to launch the most sincere attack to her 

| resent her once a week against her ferocious-looking face 


But we are all sleepy because it is Monday 

So she is not aware of my anger, nor do I have the strength 
I just breathe the heavy gas using my third nostril 

PM modifies the glamorous postmodernism 

The modern today is becoming the barbaric yesterday 
since Pan Gu’s creating of the heaven and earth 


The earth knows all the languages, but she has got nothing to say 
Only if termites are gnawing this blank land every Monday 
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The Stone 


What are the chances of running over a stone 
On an open road? But I, again and again, ride over it 
Making the tires yell in pain 


The stone is small, like my heart 

But shows its unlimited contempt in my limited body 

The stone keeps being magnified by my heart until the road is blocked 
So the chances increase and my life is occluded 


The road is necessary for my travelling and I can’t avoid it 
Nor do I want to purposely bypass the stone, even if I can 
I merely keep the odds and its fate in my mind 


Then ride towards the start of the road under the rising sun 
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The Forest 


It's another winter to faint in the bathhouse 

The waning sycamore trees outside the window cannot be seen 

Not to mention the forest that has just grown up 

Everything is drowned in a mist-enshrouded heart 

This is the place which used to be a firewood market and should have 
Lain down drunken in the glow of Sofitel 


It seems that another spring 

Falls in love with the forest and burns to ashes my 

White flame of every hair on my head 

I thus feel warm and painful 

When the forest on head disappears 

The sight gradually becomes transparent. [ painfully find 

The sycamore tree outside the window is in lilac blossom again 
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Road 


Scattered gold showers down upon the face 
Lines of oddly shaped and colored teeth 
Are chewing the ground 


Dead trees spread out along the road 

As if launching a protest 

Against those still alive guifawing by the roadside 
The teeth are getting bigger 

The road ahead is engulfed in a huge mouth 


Light is overwhelming the night 
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Autumn 


Will the autumn come in this way? 

With the graceful wind 

And rain at night 

Dispersing the dry heat that makes people irritated. 


You fill the seventy-two springs up 

The seventy-two twinkling stars 

Shine down upon the water and soil on the right of the Yang Valley 
Renewing the brimming river 


Will the autumn come in this way? 

You are reading the titleless poems of Li Yishan 

Putting your sadness back into the poem and lay it down besides your pillow 
You are still worrying which autumn pond is lonely 


The heat waves of summer come and go for several times 
Every time it is like a sunflower towards the sun 
No matter you believe it or not, autumn will come 


Belatedly, or hurriedly 
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Green Beans in June 


Green beans of the Sixth Lunar Month 
Nestle up to the wall of my southern yard 
Growing fiercely 


The June is fiery 
And is for farmers to feel 
The joy of harvest 


For the green beans in my yard 

They grow in rows 

Like beautiful women in their six-month pregnancy 
But still in good shape 

They nestle up to the wall of my southern yard 
Standing on the narrow unpaved dirt road 

That even gutters despise 

Growing fiercely 
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The You in My Dream 


The you of yesterday is in the dream of the me of today 
The vagueness | can see clearly 

Is your red lips, willow-leave-shaped eyebrows 

And smooth hair lingering besides your ears 


You gently come, towards me, near to me, then far away from me 
Bringing another fragrance of her with your steps 

When I woke up from the sad dream 

I needn’t to make great effort to find out 

Whose fragrance, appearance and posture it is 


It’s just another bloody Valentine 

I press on the keyboard, with my tingling fingers 

And withhold my restless, numb, withered and faltering 
Heart. | will send you eleven shafts of sunshine tomorrow 


However, it gets cold again, with snowflake falling down 
Your heart gets cold, too, like the snow 
Drifting with cold air 


I do forget you in the snow during the daytime 
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The Raining Night 


She gracefully sits in front of me 

Sits in my mind and occupies my eyes 

Goblets glow in ruby red 

Soft and smooth, her clothes feel like Louis Eschenauer 


What’s charming is not Bordeaux 

But her long eyelashes’ 

Blinking 

The emotion from her eyes 

The emotion is a gurgling spring, spilling with night dreams’ sweetness 
For me to hear and smell 


You quietly sit in front of me 

| wail as long as you do 

How long have we been waiting for the raining days 
This piece of land is drying up, so is my mind 
Planted here 
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I Sit on the Long Stone Bench 


I sat on the long stone bench and the lengthy past 

I never forgot the night of the newly rising moon, nor did | remember 

The pure-white wind like spring water, or the gentle one who lean on my arm 
was you 

I never forgot nor did I want to remember 


I sat on the old stone bench and the old past 

The path was still mottled, mottled in the orange street lamp 

You said you would like to cling to my five fingers, cling to your only love 
I never forgot your boy-kind fitness nor did I want to remember 


I sat on the cold stone bench and the cold past 

I had never been so involved like falling into the bottom of a well 
You sealed me into the thick mist and sealed me into Valentine 
Using a spell with your name 

I had never forgotten the black windbreaker with spring cold 
And the whole-hearted rose, which I was unwilling to remember 


I sat on the wooden stone bench and the sackless past 
I didn't feel like forgetting or remembering 
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Love in the Two-Bedroom Apartment 


Whether you love me or not 
I have 

Two rooms open for you— 
My left and right atriums 


They are not enough? 

If not, we can demolish 

The house 

Demolish 

The wall between us 

And then decorate it with my blood 


Don’t you like the redness of the rose 

We can 

Make these two rooms a 

Ballroom 

Which doesn’t need anything logical to prove 


And my 
Left and right atriums 
Are soft enough 


For you and me to be deeply in love with each other 


In this two-bedroom love nest 
(an your love be reserved a bit? 
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The Start of Autumn 


The start of autumn 

Signifies that autumn is arising 
Listen— 

The thunder is growling 


Children are laughing 
Listen— 
Their laughter is resounding 


The start of autumn 

Signifies that autumn is approaching 
Look— 

The night is whitely shining 


Children are laughing 
Look— 


Their dark eyes are glistening 
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Listen to the Rain (Group Poems) 


(!) 


Lying down, I listen to the rain 

And see the lightening flash across the sky 
Do you think how far 

It is 

From the dripping rain easing thirst 

To the thunder and the lightening 


(Il) 


The dripping rain is getting impatient 
Turning into the pitter-patter 

On the balcony windowsill, whose 

Hands 

Are playing Ambush from all Sides on a lute 
That tickles 

A lonely but restless heart 
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The wind is lifeless. But I’m alive 
And 
So is my breath 


I'm alive but not living up to 

The vitality bursting from the lifeless 
| live in tolerance 

The wind dies in cruelty 


(IY) 


Let the rain come more fiercely 

So that | can scoop it in my hands 

And another scoop of thunder 

Another one of lightening 

And another one of the toughness of the North 


I return 
With my softness nearly been washed off 
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I Had Been Lonely 


I had been lonely 

Like a swan goose 

Skimming over plains 

Flying over mountains 

Looking at the east-flowing spring water and the azure autumn water 
I thought I could find you 

My companion 


When thirsty, I would fly to the glittering Mirror Lake 
Drinking to my heart’s content 

When tired, I could rest among the trees and flowers 

Listing to the high wind and appreciating the beautiful moon 
My plaintive whine does better than the sounds of nature 

In spreading the sorrow of parting to the mortal world 


Eight thousand miles is just a concept 

While soaring up to the sky is a dream which can come true 
Just a leaping with a flapping 

I can fly over the sea 

And I am dazzled by 

Your and her pretty images all around 

Suddenly awakened {rom the dream, I find, I find 

It is just, just a wisp of mist clouds floating across my eyes 


If women were boats, then how many harbors would they berth in? 
Ii men were harbors, how many boats could they hold up to? 
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To a Friend Who is Far Away 


From tomorrow on, | will begin to clean up 
(lean up the mood of flowing water 

Bringing with the fragrance of the autumn laurel 
Taking the lovely smile of yours and his 

Along 

To another paradise 


From tomorrow on, I will begin to pack up 

Pack up the green and blue bags 

Hanging the memories about the bridge on the willows’ tops 

Dreaming the dreams about the sea as those about the Broken Bridge over West 
Lake 

Having dreamed about 

The breath and breast of the sea 


| will begin to clean up the intermittent 

The intermittent 

Looks of life 

I am embracing you, standing on the silvery beach bare-footed, leaving 
The silvery sand 

Kissing our feet up and down 

And our dreamlands... 
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Then the sea stretching before my eyes 

Turns around and goes off, leaving the thick cloud and mist looked like heaven 
and paradise 

I can’t remember, | can’t remember 

Anywhere can be the home of my heart 

Or anywhere can be my paradise 

Or our bridal chamber 
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A Sudden Winter 


When you came, 
Lush foliage of camphor trees 
Clouded the warm sunshine. 


When you left, 
Ginkgoes died half of the sky yellow 
To compensate the losing light 


The green 

Was so defiant 

Like the bold summer in the North 
That made the sound of its breath 
As loud as thunder 


A month’s time 
Like the shadow of trees after noon 
Grows longer and longer 


Now, however— 

The scheffleras have fallen down 

But the foliage of camphor trees is still green 
The winter in the South 

Is not the one when you come 
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Qinglan River 


Time flies, day in and day out 
I didn’t stop to gaze at you 
Until the late autumn 


The water is clear enough 
To see the fish swimming around leisurely 


Branches hanging along the bank 

Make here a real haven 

Vast and empty 

There is still a sense of peace and tranquility 
Even without couples’ snuggling up 


The light green lotuses are 

Lightly lying on the gentle river 

Dreaming the sweet dreams when sleeping 
And living a free life when awakening 


No such noise of amazement beside my ears 
| hear only the thrushes chirp and fly around 


Not any sign of melancholy 
Everything is throbing with life despite the curtain of rain 


The wind can readily stop and go 
Blowing up the remaining fragrance of the lotuses 


The rain can readily go and stop 
Washing the gorgeous red lotus flowers 
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Such an image 
Makes me forget my return and sore shoulders 


Yet 

I keep gazing at the river, the little houses 
The green lotuses and the blue sky 

Until everything turns blurry 

I realize that 


It’s my tears filling up my eyes 
That depicts such a sight... 
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Written on the Stone Bench Under the Pine Tree 


Above the pine tree 

Rests a red cloud 

I sit on a stone bench on the east side 
Watching her at a distance 


In the morning, I saw her holding the rising sun in her arms 
That attractive color 

Has changed from crimson warmth to dazzling passion 

Rays of glow 

Rise into the blue sky 

And the morning mist lightly falls 


Then, I lose sight of her 

I can’t find her in the wide and blue sky 
Silently, I heave a sigh 

Gazing at the tree still standing there 


The camphor tree has its hair cut 
And trimmed 

That lush green 

Drips down to my heart 

And my eyes 

Are also been greenly occupied 
Along with my loneliness and fear 
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But the wind drifts up from beneath the pine tree 
On my way back 

I see the camphor tree turns dark 

And those red and yellow leaking from the tree 
Are taken by me as little flowers blooming late 


An intentional glance 

Makes me realize my red cloud 

After having been walking all day long, falls upon my stone bench on the west 
side 

Her home to dwell at 
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Time Won’t Erase Memories 


There is nothing | fear 

I don’t fear the sun dries up the dew on the leaves without a trace 
| don’t fear cormorants hover o’er the moat without a sign 

I don’t fear the humid forest has been dried as the rain starts to fall 
I don’t fear you would never bring a cloud since you left 

I don’t fear 


As long as leaves know the taste of nourishing 
As long as the fish realizes the beauty of flying 
As long as the grass regains its long-lost mood 

As long as you’ve found your own dwelling 


There is nothing I fear 
Literally nothing 


If there is still something I fear 

That would be your words 

I fear you say you don’t love me 

I fear you say I’m not the one you can rely on 

I fear you keep looking back when you leave, seeing if I’m still under 
That roof slapped by rain 

That’s all 
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The Wild Geese and Wind in the Severe Winter 


Meditating with my head down 
I hear the plaintive whine of the wild geese outside the window 
Chilly wind in the severe winter blowing in the dark night of the North 


My figure stops on the key “W” 

The love affair of William in England 

Inspires me with sadness 

Where is the rebelliousness and the fundamental law? 
(an my passion still be hopeful 

In Aphrodite’ eyes? 


The ceramic pig on the table 

Muddling about the coming of the natal year after twenty four days. 
Today there is no cake, candle or the red costume of Snoopy 

No lover sending them to me 

No belated sunshine coming after several days’ rain 


Cigarette is the poet’s misty soul 

While alcohol is his fascinated heart 

Using the gilded tobacco pipe as a silverware for holding my wine 
Do I seem to smoke 

When I use this misplaced metal ware? 
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Sonata, coffee, ring, Benz and MSN 

Are all popular and fashionable. Coquettish red nails 
Pinch into the white sun 

Its blood dying half of the paradise 

With red, red and red 


In The dark night in the North 

The chilly wind of the severe winter is blowing 
Freezing the blood of the sun 

Purple and dark purple, black and dark black 
Iniecting my attic window 

My meditation, my bed 

The plaintive whine of the wild geese 

Arises... 
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To My Dog—Peak 


There is a dog outside my window 

A dog gloomily 

Barking 

As the color of night 

(reeps across his forehead 

This depressed dog constantly cries out 
Making the moon 

Stars 

And me 

Feel only the gentle wind can be heard 
Sometimes even the wind stops 

Stops growling 


There is a dog outside my window 

A dog gloomily 

Barking 

He is not deified 

And he can’t find a sacred place where he ends up 
He’s sad that there’s no one around him 

That there is no friend 

That there is no one taking care of my Peak 

Like the way I do 

That there is no warm kennel made with wheat stalks 
There is nothing. Nothing 
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There is a dog outside my window 

A dog gloomily 

Barking 

He morosely barks at the sky 

Through the cold wind 

Through the well laid-out low garrets 

Hlis continuous barks overlay and 

Unite to sound like a wolf howl, with no rises or falls 


Hlis voice 

Has formed an image 

He raises his head 

Towards the crescent moon 

Towards the few stars 

And tears off the silence of the night 

To let the cold wind pour into each writing brush 
And howls along... 
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Missing 


I thought I missed the rising dawn 
Instead I’m missing the warm sunlight 


I thought I missed the vitality of the noon 
Instead I’m missing the slanting of the dusk 


I'm missing the red river turning westwards without a sound 


In the lost trance 
I missed the delight in the sight 
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